
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Comments and Reviews 

What greeting can we offer him 
Whom the gods have loved so long — 
Whom the Old-World gods have chosen 
Their singer to the throng? 
The New World can but bring him now 
The love of men for his song. 

The song outlasts the singer, 
Whose breath in the song shall live. 
The lighted dreams of man remain 
Though^ man is fugitive. 

One thing the gods withheld from the world — 
Beauty — for man to give. 

REVIEWS 

Twelve Japanese Painters, by Arthur Davison Ficke. Ralph 

Fletcher Seymour Co., Chicago. 

This book belongs in any studio that affects the Japanese 
print. It is forty-seven pages of Baedeker for the man who 
would travel toward Fuji San. It is inspired verse. It is 
good criticism. It is sound aesthetics. I do not see how any 
one who cares for prints can read it indifferently. 

Mr. Ficke's particular faculty is flawlessness — from the 
mosaic standpoint: one inevitable little word after another. 
His hold on me depends upon the fact that in his best pieces 
this self-command never fails. One might say that by mere 
polish he moves the heart. His longer, more diffuse works 
have never moved me. His type of concentration seems, so 
far, impossible for him to achieve in art units that require 
more than three pages of print to each unit. 

After going through this particular book of seventeen 
poems, with every person in Springfield with whom I dare 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

to read verse, I found the following pieces kept their 
first lustre every evening, and the last seemed even to in- 
crease in luminosity: Koriusai Speaks, Festival Scene by 
Kiyonaga, The Two Women by Kitao Masanobu, and the 
Portrait of a Woman by Yeishi. 

And this is not to. reflect on the rest. The book burns on 
each page with the "gem-like flame," at least it does to me. 
The first consideration is the self-controlled art of Japan, 
the second consideration is life; yet the work is so crystal- 
line that Life lives a second life within the book. When I 
plan the future of some hypothetical poet west of the 
Mississippi, I insist that he be corn-fed and ramping, and 
write for the fanner, and go shouting along. Or else severe, 
astringent, plain, like St. Gaudens' Lincoln or Sherman, long- 
boned and oak-hearted. 

But I must set aside theory here, if I am to speak my 
mind. This work of Mr. Ficke's brings again dead days, 
when I was one of a group of fanatical art-students, holding 
consultations over the embossed brocaded prints of Japan, in 
the Lenox Library, New York, when the kingdoms of the 
world were a set of picture-books and Hokusai was the king, 
the emperor. N. V. L. 

The Lonely Dancer, and Other Poems, by Richard Le Galli- 

enne. John Lane Co. 

Again, in this new book, Mr. Le Gallienne shows himself 
the true lyric singer. His book shimmers with moonlight, 
and with the fresh, scented nights of spring, for Mr. Le 
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